Gumshoe Errata Booklet 


The inside cover has a five paragraph introduction that explains 
the purpose of the errata: 


"Some of you reading this have already tried to play GUMSHOE 
and have experienced some difficulties. Perhaps you have tried 
in vain to find an obviously important address on the Clue Point 
Listing page. Or perhaps you have found the address listed, but 
when you turn to the clue you discover you are at Meet the 
Quinn Tavern instead of the Continental Detective Agency. 
Others of you will hopefully receive this before becoming too 
frustrated. 


In the following pages you will find nine new Clue Point Listing 
pages for the nine days of the game. In all cases refer to these 
new listings instead of the ones in your Clue Book. 


The clues contained herein represent both corrected clues as 
well as new clues which we have added to improve the play of 
GUMSHOE. We recommend that you go through your Clue 
Book and mark the replaced clues so that you will not forget to 
refer to the new clues in the excitement of the chase. 


In addition to the revised Clue Point Listings and the addition of 
many clues we do have just a couple of other things to mention. 
We suggest all new operatives begin by going to Clue 117. In 
addition one of the Old Man's instructions was omitted on the 
July 9 Daily, as follows: "Stop over at Seaman's Union. | told 
Frank Schuler I'd have somebody check into that missing sea 
captain, Zeager. | think I've been suckered into a charity case on 
that one." 


We apologize for the inconvenience of having to refer to 
additional materials in playing GUMSHOE. And to those of you 
who have already been struggling with the game, we offer our 
sincere and heartfelt regrets for the errors and omissions which 
we hope we have now corrected." 


CLUE POINTS JULY 4, 1934 


Continental Detective Agency 


List of addresses and Clue Points for July 4, 1934 


150 Aptos 336 1025 Bayshore Blvd 307 
1023 Broadway 294 243 Carl 323 
1115 Castro 152 545 Clipper 81 
23 Demontford 336 22 Fairfield Way 307 
651 Fell 294 3045 Franklin 24 
4701 Geary 99 115 Gough 336 
2523 Harrison 152 265 Hill Blvd 323 
444 Hyde 307 1565 Laguna 324 
685 McAllister 319 180 Mallorca Way 294 
1789 Montcalm 44 33 New Montgomery 273 
233 Post 317 152 Powell 416 
406 Stockton 88 541 Turk 397 
1626 Ulloa 336 1268 Utah 152 
50 Walter 152 2940 Van Ness Ave 307 
750 14" Ave 318 411 15" Ave 294 
6828 46" Ave 323 Black’s Notebook 158 
City Hall 371 Golden Gate Park 239 
Joe Marino 306 Southern Pacific Depot 305 
TC Van Ness 275 

Travel Around the Bay 

Oakland 100 3385 Market 307 
San Jose 100 4253 William 336 
San Mateo 100 452 Barneson 411 
Carmalita Biggie 314 Paisley Ranch 333 
San Rafael 338 139 4" St 294 
Sausalito 338 4502 Litho 323 
Tanforan Race Track 308 

CLUE POINTS JULY 5, 1934 


CLUE POINTS JULY 3, 1934 


Continental Detective Agency 
List of addresses and Clue Points for July 3, 1934 


498 Broadway 412 1023 Broadway 244 
545 Clipper 81 1122 Fillmore 311 
3045 Franklin 24 4701 Geary 99 
1565 Laguna 324 835 Market 265 
685 McAllister 319 1789 Montcalm 44 
33 New Montgomery 169 152 Powell 416 
34 Scenic Way 364 1215 Stockton 375 
541 Turk 320 750 14" Ave 318 
Black’s Notebook 158 Call Bulletin 303 
City Hall 337 Cont Det Agency 346 
Golden Gate Park 239 Joe Marino 306 
TC Van Ness 291 

Travel Around the Bay 

San Mateo 100 Carmalita Biggie 144 
Paisley Ranch 241 Romeo Ruiz 217 


Continental Detective Agency 


List of addresses and Clue Points for July 5, 1934 


150 Aptos 294 1025 Bayshre Blvd 
185 Bernard 379 1023 Broadway 
729 Bush 399 1106 Bush 

243 Carl 336 1115 Castro 


620 Clement 25 545 Clipper 

23 Demontford 323 951 Eddy 

22 Fairfield Way 294 651 Fell 

1122 Fillmore 329 3045 Franklin 
4701 Geary 99 115 Gough 

400 GrantAve 289 2323 Harrison 
1350 Hayes 113 265 Hill Blvd 

444 Hyde 323 1565 Laguna 

600 Lombard 315 180 Mallorca Way 
835 Market 56 718 Masonic 

685 McAllister 319 2435 Mission 
1789 Montcalm 44 33 New Montgomery 


656 Pacific 245 2405 Pacific 
2506 Pierce 64 701 Pine 
737 Pine 76 1204 Post 
152 Powell 420 620 Powell 


34 Scenic Way 261 406 Stockton 

1078 Sutter 111 541 Turk 

1626 Ulloa 307 2455 Union 

1268 Utah 336 2940 Van Ness Ave 
700 Vicente 123 1350 Walter 

39 Waverly 243 158 Waverly 

3320 19" St 348 750 14" Ave 

411 15" Ave 307 1226 18" Ave 
2120 32% Ave 51 6828 46" Ave 


323 
275 
391 
307 
81 

116 
307 
24 

152 
336 
294 


Bellevue Hotel 227 
City Hall 383 
Clift Hotel 227 
Hart and Sole 280 
Palace Hotel 227 
TC Van Ness 355 


Travel Around the Bay 


Burlingame 100 
Hospital 65 

Highway 101 100 
Hillsborough 100 
Oakland 100 


Palo Alto Stanford 100 


Dean of Students 45 
Prof Makarov 55 
Sam Thacker 47 


San Jose 100 
San Mateo 100 
Carmalita Biggie 166 
San Rafael 338 
Sausalito 338 


Black’s Notebook 
Cavalry Cemetery 
Fairmont Hotel 
Golden Gate Park 
St Francis 


Police 

Sams Service Station 
23 Crescent Ave 
3385 Market 

1237 Channing Way 
Zena Jones 

Skip Stirling 


4253 William 
452 Barneson 


139 4! St 
4502 Litho 


158 
282 
214 
239 
257 


8 
22 
336 
33 
96 
30 


323 
411 


336 
307 


CLUE POINTS 


JULY 7, 1934 


CLUE POINTS 


JULY 6, 1934 


Continental Detective Agency 
List of addresses and Clue Points for July 6, 1934 


729 Bush 399 
1023 Broadway 287 
5533 California 3 
620 Clement 25 
608 Elizabeth 66 
949 Ellis 270 
1029 Geary 248 
1350 Hayes 113 
704 Larkin 310 
964 Market 143 
2435 Mission 281 
2405 Pacific 93 


701 Pine 386 
1615 Polk 328 
151 Powell 86 
173 Powell 9 


234 Sansome 218 
406 Stockton 256 
1078 Sutter 111 
320 Turk 259 
782 Turk 143 
700 Vicente 313 
39 Waverly 243 
3320 19% St 350 
1226 18" Ave 181 
Call-Bulletin 191 
Robert Eckhoff 276 
Hart & Sole 280 
St. Francis 257 


Travel Around the Bay 


Burlingame 100 
Hospital 65 

Highway 101 100 
Hillsborough 100 


Palo Alto-Stanford 100 
1237 Channing Way 325 


Zena Jones 96 
Skip Stirling 6 
San Mateo 100 


1106 Bush 
2202 California 
330 Capp St 
951 Eddy 

509 Ellis 

1122 Fillmore 
400 Grant Ave 
828 Jones 

600 Lombard 
718 Masonic 
656 Pacific 
2506 Pierce 
932 Pine 

1204 Post 

152 Powell 
620 Powell 
504 Scott 

996 Sutter 
1914 Sutter 
541 Turk 

2455 Union 

50 Walter 

158 Waverly 
411 15" Ave 
2120 32"4 Ave 
City Hall 
Continental Office 
Golden Gate Park 
TC Van Ness 


Police 
Sams Service Station 
23 Crescent Ave 


Dean of Students 
Prof. Makarov 
Sam Thacker 
452 Barneson 


391 
240 
347 
116 
321 
339 
289 
292 
297 
405 
427 
330 
374 
312 
406 
101 
431 
382 
285 
415 
87 

433 
326 
275 
51 

98 

361 
239 
309 


137 
8 
316 


45 
95 
103 
411 


Continental Detective Agency 


List of addresses and Clue Points for July 7, 1934 


570 Alabama 
1106 Bush 
5533 California 
620 Clement 
509 Ellis 

1122 Fillmore 
1029 Geary 
1350 Hayes 
704 Larkin 

964 Market 
2106 Market 
2435 Mission 
656 Pacific 
2506 Pierce 
1615 Polk 

151 Powell 
173 Powell 
282 Quintara 
1543 Sargent 
406 Stockton 
996 Sutter 
1914 Sutter 
541 Turk 

2455 Union 

50 Walter 

158 Waverly 
1226 18" Ave 
Assessors Office 
Continental Off 
Robert Eckhoff 
Hart & Sole 
Mark Hopkins 
JJ Roach 

TC Van Ness 


Travel Around the Bay 


Burlingame 
Meet the Quinns 


Hillsborough 


Palo Alto-Stanford 100 


434 
391 
408 
25 
321 
335 
248 
54 
310 
143 
254 
74 
5 
419 
328 
86 
9 
48 
332 
256 
382 
285 
414 
87 
429 
326 
181 
36 
121 
276 
280 
286 
82 
263 


100 
351 


100 


729 Bush 
2202 California 
330 Capp St 
608 Elizabeth 
949 Ellis 

403 Geary 

400 Grant Ave 
828 Jones 

600 Lombard 
1061 Market 
718 Masonic 
461 Mississippi 
2405 Pacific 
932 Pine 

1204 Post 

152 Powell 
620 Powell 
234 Sansome 
504 Scott 

21 Sutter 

1078 Sutter 
320 Turk 

782 Turk 

700 Vicente 

39 Waverly 
3320 19" St 
2120 32™ Ave 
Call-Bulletin 
District Attorney 
Golden Gate Park 
Herbie 

Jeremy Parrish 
St Francis 


Luckys Tavern 
Yacht Club 


23 Crescent Ave 


1237 Channing Way 325 Dean of Students 


Zena Jones 
Skip Stirling 


San Mateo 


96 
80 


100 


Prof. Makarov 
Sam Thacker 


Coroner’s Office 


399 
301 
122 
20 
270 
173 
289 
292 
297 
16 
405 
206 
93 
374 
312 
406 
53 
218 
431 
40 
111 
259 
143 
313 
243 
352 
51 
191 
179 
239 
293 
236 
257 


354 
234 


424 
69 
41 
103 


201 


CLUE POINTS JULY 8, 1934 CLUE POINTS JULY 9, 1934 


Continental Detective Agency Continental Detective Agency 
List of addresses and Clue Points for July 8, 1934 List of addresses and Clue Points for July 9, 1934 
570 Alabama 349 39 Waverly 243 2202 California 301 3900 Quintara 15 
2202 California 301 158 Waverly 326 5533 California 17 91 Ramona Ave 72 
5533 California 18 3320 19" St 343 330 Capp St 171 524 St Charles 118 
330 Capp St 171 Assessor’s Office 36 421 Drumm 183 1543 Sargent 332 
608 Elizabeth 20 Call-Bulletin 191 608 Elizabeth 133 21 Sutter 40 
509 Ellis 321 Continental Office 361 509 Ellis 321 996 Sutter 382 
949 Ellis 270 District Attorney 179 949 Ellis 270 1914 Sutter 285 
1122 Fillmore 335 Robert Eckhoff 276 920 Fell 102 1239 Taylor 35 
403 Geary 173 Golden Gate Park 239 463 Flood 10 541 Turk 414 
1029 Geary 248 Herbie 293 403 Geary 173 782 Turk 143 
400 GrantAve 289 Jeremy Parrish 236 1029 Geary 248 3320 19 St 343 
828 Jones 292 JJ Roach 82 1317 Grove 341 Assessor's Office 36 
704 Larkin 310 St Francis 257 1010 Haight 342 Call-Bulletin 191 
1061 Market 16 245 Hernandez 77 Captain’s Lantern 258 
2106 Market 254 Travel Around the Bay 816 Howard 126 Continental Office 421 
461 Mississippi 206 1120 Howard 340 District Attorney 179 
656 Pacific 5 Burlingame 100 715 Huron 128 Robert Eckhoff 276 
2405 Pacific 93 Lucky’s Tavern 354 828 Jones 292 Golden Gate Park 239 
2506 Pierce 419 Meet the Quinn’s 353 140 Julian 151 Herbie 293 
1615 Polk 328 Yacht Club 234 964 Market 143 Marina 223 
151 Powell 86 Hillsborough 100 2106 Market 254 Jeremy Parrish 236 
173 Powell 9 23 Crescent Ave 424 18 Mason 153 Seaman’s Union 176 
620 Powell 109 Palo Alto-Stanford 100 38 Mason 127 
282 Quintara 48 1237 Channing Way 325 2501 Mission 79 Travel Around the Bay 
1543 Sargent 332 Dean of Sudents 13 461 Mississippi 206 
504 Scott 431 Prof Makarov 172 701 Northpoint 39 Burlingame 100 
406 Stockton 256 Skip Stirling 80 1740 Octavia 163 Luck’s Tavern 354 
21 Sutter 40 Sam Thacker 103 400 Page 90 Meet the Quinn’s 351 
1078 Sutter 111 San Mateo 100 1615 Polk 328 Yacht Club 234 
1914 Sutter 285 Coroner’s Office 201 1820-A Post 358 Oakland 100 
541 Turk 414 1962 Post 94 1200 Highland Ave 247 
151 Powell 86 City Hall 233 
173 Powell 9 St Johns Episcopal 194 
620 Powell 109 San Jose 100 


282 Quintara 48 6245 Empire 216 


CLUE POINTS JULY 10, 1934 


CLUE POINTS JULY 11, 1934 


Continental Detective Agency 
List of addresses and Clue Points for July 10, 1934 


2285 Bay 120 1740 Octavia 163 
431 Belvedere 135 400 Page St 90 
879 Castro 138 650 Peralta 168 
33 Chattanooga 167 1820-A Post 358 
1006 Clement 145 1962 Post 94 
1115 Cole 162 3900 Quintara 15 
856 Corbett 409 91 Ramona Ave 72 
704 Divisadero 423 524 St Charles 161 
421 Drumm 183 312 Scott 14 
951 Eddy 165 2704 Scott 345 
260 FairOaks 89 1931 Sutter 148 
650 Fell 149 1239 Taylor 35 
920 Fell 102 245 Turk 92 
666 Filbert 344 541 Turk 414 
463 Flood 10 2041 Union 71 
689 Florida 196 115 Valencia 357 
2130 Fulton 62 123 3 St 73 
505 Geary 274 3215 17" St 204 
115 Gough 70 Call-Bulletin 146 
1317 Grove 29 Captain’s Lantern 258 
1320 Grove 142 Maurice Chaillou 125 
1325 Grove 139 Golden Gate Park 372 
1010 Haight 342 Marina 223 
245 Hernandez 77 Palace of Fine Arts 134 
816 Howard 126 Powell/O’Farrell 193 
1120 Howard 78 SF Library 360 
715 Huron 128 Seaman’s Union 176 
15 Jones 130 

335 Jones 262 Travel Around the Bay 

140 Julian 160 

508 Market 58 Alameda 100 
726 Market 184 Whoopee Ride 155 
740 Market 75 Oakland 100 
2106 Market 254 1280 Cavour 83 
18 Mason 153 City Hall 233 
38 Mason 127 1200 Highland Ave 247 
223 Masonic 219 St Johns Episcopal 194 
2501 Mission 79 San Jose 100 
6347 Mission 418 6245 Empire 216 


701 Northpoint 39 


Continental Detective Agency 
List of addresses and Clue Points for July 11, 1934 


2285 Bay 120 1740 Octavia 422 
431 Belvedere 135 400 Page St 90 
949 Capp 27 650 Peralta 168 
879 Castro 138 1820-A Post 358 
33 Chattanooga 167 1962 Post 132 
1006 Clement 145 3900 Quintara 15 
1115 Cole 162 91 Ramona Ave 72 
856 Corbett 409 524 St Charles 180 
704 Divisadero 423 312 Scott 14 
421 Drumm 183 2704 Scott 345 
951 Eddy 165 1931 Sutter 148 
260 FairOaks 89 1239 Taylor 97 
650 Fell 156 245 Turk 92 
920 Fell 49 541 Turk 414 
666 Filbert 344 2041 Union 71 
463 Flood 10 115 Valencia 357 
689 Florida 196 123 3 St 73 
2130 Fulton 62 3215 17" St 147 
505 Geary 274 Call-Bulletin 146 
115 Gough 70 Captain’s Lantern 258 
1317 Grove 425 Continental 279 
1320 Grove 136 Maurice Chaillou 154 
1325 Grove 129 Golden Gate Park 359 
1010 Haight 342 Marina 223 
245 Hernandez 356 Palace of Fine Arts 134 
816 Howard 126 Powell/O’Farrell 193 
1120 Howard 271 SF Library 360 
715 Huron 128 Seaman’s Union 176 
15 Jones 130 

335 Jones 262 Travel Around the Bay 

140 Julian 85 

508 Market 58 Alameda 100 
726 Market 184 Whoopee Ride 155 
740 Market 75 Oakland 100 
18 Mason 153 1280 Cavour 61 
38 Mason 127 City Hall 233 
223 Masonic 219 1200 Highland Ave 247 
2501 Mission 79 St Johns Episcopal 194 
6347 Mission 418 San Jose 100 
701 Northpoint 39 6245 Empire 216 


CLUE 34 


| have a hunch this guy’s up to something and decide to stick 
with him. He goes back up Waverly towards Sacramento and 
turns left. He’s keeping a casual pace and |’m beginning to doubt 
my hunch. But as he turns right onto Grant he takes a furtive 
look back at me and the pointedness of that look is all the 
convincing | need that this is my man. 
His pace quickens as he moves down Grant amidst the throngs 
of Chinese and I’m having a hard time keeping him in sight. | 
manage, however, to see him enter the Club Shanghai while I’m 
still a full block behind. 
Ah, the infamous Club Shanghai. I’ve been in there one time too 
many. I’m not so sure | should make it twice. 
TIME: 30 minutes 
If you want to enter the Club Shanghai go to Clue 140 
If you want to stake out Clun Shanghai go to Clue 177 


CLUE 66 
“Oh poor Frankie. They’ve taken him away”. 
“What do you know of Jack Bier’s murder, Mrs Mirabelli?” 
“Me? Why should | know anything? All | know is the police have 
arrested my husband. But J.J. says not to worry, so I’m trying 
not to worry. That’s all | can tell you”. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 133 
“Oh, it’s you again. I’m sorry, but | cannot ask you in. J.J. told 
me that I’m not to talk to anyone about Frank or his business or 
the murder or anything’. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 140 

| enter Club Shanghai through a brass-studded double door and 
a parted curtain. It is very dark inside. At the long bar are half a 
dozen men in hats hunched over their drinks. As | come in, they 
all seem to raise their heads to look at me in the mirror. On the 
right side of the bar | see a small Chinese man, but most of the 
customers seem by their shape and size of their backs to be 
white, although | can hardly see anything more. 
| do see a huge Oriental guy in a three-piece suit that seems 
about to split across the vest. He walks from behind the curtain 
to the left of the door while glaring at me. 
‘Want a table? Or the bar?” he asks. 
“I’m looking for a white man who just came in here a few minutes 
ago,” | say in a low voice. 
“We no like questions, mister. Get out, or take a seat”. His voice 
is loud enough to boom through the bar. The heads look up from 
their drinks. Their eyes look like a line of portholes in a ship at 
night. | don’t know if they can make me out in the darkness, but 
I’m pretty sure that I'll be get nothing voluntary out of any of them 
if | try to case in. 
I’m still standing near the entrance trying to decide what to do 
when | hear a rustling noise to my left but before | can turn to 
see what it is | feel a searing pain shoot through my head and 
shoulder. The room goes black as | sink to the floor. 
The next thing | know I’m aware of the stench of rotting produce, 
which comes, | discover, from the garbage bin next to which | 
am lying. Make that two too many times for me and the Club 
Shanghai. 

TIME: 3 HOURS 


CLUE 143 
“No, I’m sorry, none of our operators is named Edith. No one of 
that name has worked here for at least the two years that I’ve 
been here.” 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 157 
| leave my car parked on the side of the road and walk over to 
the windmill. The sounds of the breaking waves of the Pacific 
float across the Great Highway, sometimes momentarily 
drowned out by the whoosh of a passing car. The park 
gardeners have done a good job here and a lot of pretty flowers 
are in bloom. The place is empty of people. | try the small door 
which leads inside the windmill. It opens and reveals an empty 
room. | don’t see any reason to hang around waiting for the 
action. There'll be plenty of time for that later. 
TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 177 
| find a convenient doorway across the street and settle my back 
against the hard cold tiles for what | hope will not be a lengthy 
stay. | keep checking my watch, but the more | look at it the 
slower the hands seem to move. After an hour and a half | begin 
to wonder if maybe the guy didn’t make an exit out the back. 
Perhaps I’m wasting my time here. 
TIME: 1 HOUR, 30 minutes 
If you want to continue surveillance go to Clue 225 


CLUE 182 

| wait for a minute to catch my breath before | step into the 
dimness of the Twin Dragons. I’ve been here a few times with 
Sammy Fong but not enough to know the regulars. When | enter 
the only customers are three men sitting at the bar. Two of them 
are white, and they both are wearing tan shoes. Coat and hat 
hooks stretch down the left hand wall. There are three hats, two 
of them are dark fedoras. Three jackets hang nearby. One is the 
light gray color | have been chasing. Of the other two, one is 
dark brown and the other is black. 

| take a stool at the end of the bar and order a beer. There is no 
conversation between the patrons or with the bartender. | try to 
inconspicuously study the two white men, but their faces tell me 
little. One of them drains his glass, leaves two bits on the bar 
and walks over to the hats and coats hanging on the wall. My 
muscles tighten as | wait and see which jacket he takes. He puts 
on a dark fedora, and takes the dark brown jacket. | breathe a 
sigh of relief as | narrow my man down to the one sitting four 
stools away. My relief is short-lived however. What if he took the 
other jacket to intentionally mislead me? 

TIME: 30 minutes 
If you want to follow the man go to Clue 34 

If you want to stay and watch the other man go to Clue 368 


CLUE 188 

| jump out of the police car and hurry past the burning get-away 
car, following my quarry from the tunnel out into the bustle of 
Chinatown. | see him rushing through the Chinese throng pas 
grocery stalls and vegetable stands. He’s less than a block 
ahead. | can’t tell if he knows he is being followed, but he hasn’t 
slowed down a bit. Fedoras are pretty common on the streets of 
Chinatown, but this guy’s a good head above the rest and his 
light gray coat frames his shoulders quite well. 
| pump my legs as hard as | can, but | don’t seem to be able to 
gain on him. He turns right into Sacramento. As | get to the 
corner and turn after him | can see his dark fedora, gray coat 
and tan shoes turning left down Waverly. | sprint after him, but 
by the time | get there he’s nowhere to be seen. 

a 
> If you want to continue down Waverly go to 
Clue 220 


CLUE 197 
I jump in next to the sergeant. I’m barely able to get my foot in 
the door before the squad car screeches away from the curb and 
takes off down the street, siren wailing. Other police cars lend 
their voices to the din, as we go up Post following the three cars 
used by the robbers. We gain on them as we streak after, tires 
squealing as we turn right and go up Stockton, across Sutter and 
into the Stockton Tunnel. 
mcGreedy has almost brought us up behind the last car when 
the driver suddenly seems to slam on the brakes, putting his car 
into a spinning skid nearly blocking the tunnel and forcing 
McGreedy to brake sharply and go partway up the concrete 
footpath. 
As I’m checking to see if my head is still attached to my 
shoulders after cracking into the roof, the crook who was driving 
the car jumps out of his car, with a gun pulled | reach for my rod, 
but he’s blocked by the car. | can see him through the window 
as he shoots three shots into the gas tank of his car. It explodes 
in a gush of orange flame and black smoke and sends a gust of 
warm wind in our direction. | can catch a glimpse of the man’s 
light gray coat and tan shoes running off up the walkway on the 
other side of the tunnel leading out into Chinatown. 
TIME: 15 minutes 
If you want to follow the man on foot go to Clue 188 
If you want to continue chasing the other two cars 
go to Clue 228 


CLUE 198 

| have been standing across from one-fifty-two Powell for two 
hours. No one has entered or left the building. | can see my 
raven-haired prey sitting in front of the window. She doesn’t 
seem to be doing anything but staring out the window. 

TIME: 2 HOURS 

If you wish to keep the office under surveillance 
go to Clue 205 


CLUE 203 
An uncharacteristic breeze stirs the somber industrial 
neighborhood south of Market. The early morning light gleams 
through my window as | roll up to 570 Alabama Street. Bannon 
remains propped up in his car, barely awake. His relief as | get 
out of my car is obvious. 
“It's certainly about time you got here”, he mutters. “I was about 
ready to drift off”. 
“Thanks for shooting your night, Bannon. Anything to show for 
it?” 
“Not really. There are a hell of a lot of noisy kids in this 
neighborhood, but not a sound from inside, and it’s certain not a 
soul’s come in or out”. 
| watch as Bannon smiles. “See you around the office,” he 
murmurs, and pushes his starter button. He’s off in a beeline for 
downtown. 
A few minutes later, there’s the rattle of a chain being unlatched, 
and the loading dock door rolls up, just enough to let Guy 
Labude, his face bruised and his eyes bloodshot, emerge from 
the building. 
TIME: 15 minutes 
If you want to continue surveillance go to Clue 266 


CLUE 205 

Another couple of hours pass. The only activity consists of the 
building manager leaving. He comes down the stairs, gives a big 
stretch and a yawn, and walks across the street into the bar at 
Herbert’s Hotel. Nothing like a drink after a hard day’s work. 

TIME: 2 HOURS 

If you wish to keep the office under surveillance 
go to CLUE 369 


CLUE 208 

The short stretch of Bernard looks peaceful enough. There is 
certainly no swarm of cops like | expected to find. | see two little 
girls playing hopscotch on the sidewalk. They are eyeing me 
with some curiosity. 
“Hello. Were some policemen here earlier examining a car?” | 
ask, giving them my friendliest smile, which always seems to 
frighten kids. 
“They took it away. It had bullet holes in it”, one of them is brave 
enough to venture. 
“Thanks.” | wish | had some candy or something to give them, 
but | don’t. 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 220 
| peer through the open door of the tiny shop. The old man 
behind the counter is folding laundry. 
“Did you see a man run by a few minutes ago?” | ask. 
The old man only looks up at me and waves his arms which are 
almost as thin as those chicken legs you see in the shop 
windows all along these streets. 
“No Englishi, Go. Go,” 
| try again, taking a fiver from my pocket, holding it out, but he 
gets very animated, shakes his chicken arms at me, and shouts 
in a loud voice up at me, “Englishi no. Go. Go. No beti” 
This seems to exhaust his vocabulary. 

TIME: 15 minutes 
If you want to continue down Waverly go to Clue 235 


CLUE 225 

Another 20 minutes passes and I’m just about to pack it in when 
| see my man come out of the Shanghai. He moves steadily 
down Grant, about a dozen heads in front of me, but he seems 
relaxed. He turns right on Sutter and | see him moving along. 

| let him move a little further ahead as the crowd thins. He 
continues along Sutter past the Holland House, then across 
Stockton, turning right again on Powell. | slow when he stops to 
pick up a paper. He seems to be getting a little more cautious. 
Perhaps he is near his goal. 

Going up Powell the man in the hat with the tan shoes picks up 
his pace and is soon forcing me to move with less than the 
optimum care, but | get to Pine and Powell just a little after him 
and | follow him right along Pine until he stops outside the 
apartment building at number seven-thirty-seven. He looks back 
in my direction, then the other way up the street. He then goes 
inside. 


If you want to follow the man into the 
apartment building go to Clue 232 


CLUE 232 
| enter the building and catch sight of his tan shoes just going 
back around the landing one floor above me. The lobby is very 
Spartan, just two doors and a little wooden bench under a 
broken mirror opposite Number One on the right. A separate 
stairwell leads down at the rear of the main staircase. 
| pause quietly, listening to him take the stairs with a steady 
rhythm, then make my way to the stairs and begin to climb. | am 
greeted by a very loud squeak the second my foot touches the 
first step on the first landing halfway up to the second floor. The 
man I’m following halts. 
| can’t see him from where | stand. About a minute passes, then 
he continues to climb. | hear a door open and close. From the 
sound and position of numbers on the doors off the first upstairs 
floor, I’m pretty sure he’s entered room number twenty-two. 
| pull my gun from its holster and creep up to twenty-two. 
Something tells me I’m not dumb enough to go breaking the 
place in when I’ve got myself a guy who used his gun back at 


the tunnel and knows he was followed at least for a while after 
the robbery. 
| look for another way. | see a ladder on the wall of the landing 
leading up to the roof. | take it, climb up quietly, and stand up on 
top. | move across the tar paper roof until I’m at the side of the 
building. | look down and see | can lower myself to the ledge and 
the ledge is wide enough to stand on. | do it. | can peer through 
the dirty window of the apartment and | see the guy warily eyeing 
the door, a pistol in one hand, as he throws clothes into a small 
suitcase on the bed. Looking down over the ledge | can’t help 
but feel that if he’s going to leave anyway, I'd do better to see 
the apartment after he’s gone or to follow him when he leaves. | 
climb back up the way | came and leave the building. 
Outside the front door | study the names on the mailbox. Room 
twenty-two apparently belongs to a Clifford Burke. | move a few 
yards away where | can less conspicuously keep an eye on the 
door. | don’t have to wait long before Mr Burke comes out 
carrying a small suitcase. 
TIME: 30 minutes 
If you want to break into the apartment go to Clue 304 
If you want to follow the man go to Clue 290 


CLUE 235 
The fourth of July in Chinatown is a curious combination of 
‘business as usual’ and youthful celebration. Most shops are 
busy and crowded, while the youth are eager to embrace any 
excuse for celebration, and the night air will be full of the sound 
and smoke of fireworks. Waverly looks much as it always does. 
There is less hustle and bustle than on Grant or Stockton, but 
the street is busy nonetheless. Three men are unloading a truck 
in front of the Bow Wah company, and two of them are in the 
process of picking up several tins strewn on the sidewalk while 
they all chatter excitedly. 
“Hello, did you see a man run by here a minute ago?” 
“He run right into me and knock me down!” 
“Did you see which way he went?” 
“Twin Dragons. Didn’t stop or even say solly”. 
“Thanks” 
TIME: 15 minutes 
If you want to enter the Twin Dragons go to Clue 182 


CLUE 246 
| follow Roland back to the Hayes estate. He puts the Marmon 
in the garage and he goes up to his room. 
TIME: 45 minutes 
If you want to keep the estate under surveillance 
go to Clue 380 


CLUE 251 
| keep a car between myself and Roland as | follow him up 
Market street. As we approach the intersection of Market and 
Ninth the traffic light turns yellow. Roland steps on the gas and 
makes it through the intersection. The truck that | had placed 
between us slams on its brakes and comes to a screeching stop. 
| swing out around it but am blocked by a street car. By the time 
the traffic has cleared Roland and the Marmon are no longer in 
sight. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 327 
“’'m sorry sir, but Mr Van Ness will be out all afternoon. He is 
attending the funeral of Mr Scott Hayes and will be calling upon 
Mr Bill Hayes afterwards. If you care to make an appointment..” 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 344 
If before 8 o’clock go to CLUE 157 
If after 8 o’clock go to Clue 272 


CLUE 337 
Department of Motor Vehicles CLUE 366 
Police CLUE 295 
CLUE 348 


If before 5 o’clock go to Clue 152 
If after 5 o’clock go to Clue 37 


CLUE 349 


If before 10 o’clock go to CLUE 293 


If before 11 and after 10 go to CLUE 266 
If after 11 go to CLUE 388 
CLUE 361 


| watch the red Packard pull out of the driveway and carry Bill 
Hayes down Twenty-Fifth Avenue. His departure is soon 
followed by that of the remaining police cars, with Vera Roberts 
in the back seat of one. The last of the diehard reporters dash 
for their cars, off to chase the cops or another quarry. 

The estate is now quiet. This might be a good time to give the 
place the once-over without anybody looking over my shoulder. 
| start to get out of the car when | see Roland come out of his 
apartment and dash down the steps and into the garage. Gone 
are the jodhpurs. In their place the chauffeur now sports a 
checkered suit and no hat, just his black slicked down hair, 
looking for all the world like he’s heading out for a fast night on 
the town despite the fact that it's barely noon and he’s just 
stumbled upon a dead body not twelve hours before. 

A second later the shiny black Marmon is pulling out of the 
garage and heading for the street. Should | follow Roland or 
check out the grounds? 


If you wish to follow Roland go to Clue 
378 

If you wish to enter the Haydn estate got 
to Clue 261. 


CLUE 362 
| quietly close the door to one-fifty-two Powell behind me and 
face a steep and dingy stairway. | grab the grimy handrail and 
climb to the top of the stairs and find myself in a narrow and 
dingy hallway. Lining the hallway are doors with frosted glass 
windows, their painted black numbers barely visible through the 
layers of dust and dirt that cover them. The door directly across 
from me at the top of the stairs is labeled ‘Building Manager’. | 
try the knob and the door opens. | enter an office that continues 
the dingy and grimy motif of the hallway. The small office 
contains a desk behind which sits a large man in a suit two sizes 
too small. His feet are on the desk and his large chair is doing 
service as a recliner. The man’s eyes are shut and he is 
breathing heavily. | rap my knuckles on the grimy glass. 
“Yeah, what do you want?” | can’t tell if his eyes have opened. 
The office is so dimly lit it would make little difference. 
“?’m looking for a friend. She came into this building a few 
minutes ago. Raven black hair, pale skin, large red lips. Know 
her?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Where can | find her?” 
“Room one-o-one. The front office at the end of the hall’. 
“What does she do?” 
“| thought you said she was your friend?” 
“| lied”. | pull a dollar bill from my pocket and snap it a few times 
between my hands. | know his ears are working. 
“She rented the office yesterday. Said her name was Alice 
Smith. Said she was an interior decorator. Said she would be 
opening an office in the next week. Paid cash for a week’s rent”. 
“Thanks” | let the dollar bill fall to his desk and shut the door. | 


walk down the hall and stop at the door labeled ‘101’. | can hear 
someone moving around inside. | decide not to show my hand 
at this time so | move away from the door and back down the 
stairs. 
TIME: 30 minutes 
If you wish to keep the office under surveillance 
go to Clue 198 


CLUE 364 
If before 11:30 go to CLUE 370 
If before 12:15 and after 11:30 go to CLUE 361 
If after 12:15 go to CLUE 261 
CLUE 366 
“Hello Brady. You don’t look like they’re working you too hard 


today”. 
“| don’t suppose this is just a friendly social call. Why is it | never 
see your ugly mug except when you have a favor to ask?” 
“| don’t want to spoil you. I’m trying to track down the owner of a 
black caddie, thirty-two or thirty-three, license six-five-three two- 
four-four. Can you tell me who holds the keys?” 
“Shouldn't be too tough. Let me check it out for you.” 
| cool my heels on the hard wooden bench and try to interest 
myself in today’s Call-Bulletin, but as my eyes close | don’t fight 
it. My head jerks up when Brady calls me over to his desk. 
“Here’s the dirt you want. The car belongs to a Duncan 
Ferguson. His address is listed here as three-oh-four-five 
Franklin.” 
“Thanks Brady. Remind me to buy you a drink sometime.” 
“| can’t keep up with how many you owe me.” 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 368 

| have a hunch this guy’s up to something, but | know that 
mouse-gray jacket hanging there is the one | was following. | 
decide to stay and keep an eye on the man at the bar. | finish 
my beer and am about to order another when the man I’m 
watching gets up, says good-bye to the bartender and heads for 
the door. 
“Hey, what is this! My jacket’s gone. That son of a bitch took it!” 
He turns an indignant and accusatory stare on the barkeep who 
merely shrugs. “Sorry Mack. We can’t be responsible for those 
things. He musta known what he was doing.” 
The irate customer tries on the gray jacket. It’s a tolerable fit, 
and he wears it as he leaves. 
| curse myself for not following my hunch. 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 369 
| have just lit a cigarette and readjusted my back hoping to find 
a more comfortable group of bricks when two black cars pull to 
a stop in front of me. The doors fling open in unison and men 
start pouring out, men that | recognize, police. The three plain- 
clothes officers from the first car run back to the second car 
where three men jump out of the back seat and join the others. 
Only two of the men from the second car are police. I’ve done 
enough bodyguard work to know that the second man out of the 
second car is being guarded by the five policemen. Don’t know 
who the VIP is, but he must be someone important since one of 
the cops is Captain McCabe. 
McCabe gives the area the once-over as the others rush the 
man into Herbert’s Hotel. McCabe’s eyes meet mine, but if he 
recognizes me he doesn’t show it. After everyone is inside the 
cars pull away. Quite a show. Wonder what it’s about. 
The sun is low in the sky and the street lights have come on, but 
the office at one-fifty-two Powell street remains dark. | can see 
that my prey is still there. | can see her dark form standing by 
the window, the glow of her cigarette growing alternately brighter 
and dimmer like a lighthouse beacon. 


| am just about to move to the diner on the corner, when, from 
around the corner comes the black Marmon. It pulls to a stop 
across the street from me. Roland is at the wheel. Seated next 
to him is a large man whose features are lost in the shadows. In 
a moment the woman exits one-fifty-two and gets into the back 
seat. | dodge a cable car, which for a moment blocks my view of 
the Marmon, and make my way across Powell to my car. The 
Marmon is pulling away from the curb as | pull myself behind the 
wheel and start my engine. 
It’s not hard keeping the Marmon in sight once we’re on Market 
street heading toward Twin Peaks. The Marmon turns right onto 
Duboce with me on its tail. It soeeds up Duboce for a few blocks 
and then turns sharply onto Walter where it stops immediately. 
| continue on past the Marmon and pull up into the driveway of 
one of the darkened houses in the middle of the block. | decide 
to chance it and leave the car in the drive while | walk back down 
the block and see what | can see. 
Walter street is a block of two-story single family houses mostly 
built before the earthquake. As | cross the street Roland and the 
woman are getting out of the Marmon. There is no sign of the 
other man that | saw on Powell street. | pull my hat down over 
my eyes and walk toward them. | wish | had a dog with me so | 
didn’t feel so conspicuous, but they pay me no attention. | stop 
to light a cigarette and eavesdrop on their conversation. 
“?’m going to take the car back. I'll see you sometime tomorrow 
night.” Roland walks half way up the walk with her. They stop 
and he gives her a kiss — a kiss of familiarity not of passion — on 
the cheek. Roland heads back to the Marmon as the woman 
moves up the walk to number ten Walter. Before getting in the 
car Roland calls out. “Opal, call Al and fill him in. Talk to you 
later.” 
The woman enters the house and Roland starts up the Marmon. 
If you want to follow Roland go to Clue 246 


CLUE 370 
| pull my car up to the curb across from thirty-four Scenic Drive 
and turn off the motor. The Hayes estate is still a bee-hive of 
activity; police cars come and go; reporters crowd the driveway 
trying to stop the exiting police cars with their shouts, hoping to 
get the latest information for their readers. 
| can see Roland working in the garage where the black Marmon 
has been replaced by a yellow Cadillac. | look at my watch; it’s 
ten-thirty. | light up a cigarette and wish I’d brought some coffee 
with me to help pass the time. | decide to get out and take a walk 
around to the front of the estate. A six foot stone wall runs the 
length of the estate’s street frontage. It’s only opening other than 
the driveway, is a small gardener’s gate. From the coat of rust 
that covers it, it seems it wasn’t much used. | walk down the 
street toward the driveway and the pack of reporters gathered 
there. 
“Hello Zack” | say as | walk up to Zack Evans, one of the 
newshounds. 
“| was hoping to run into you. Sorry to hear about Blackie. What 
can you tell me?” 
“Nothing Zack. | was hoping that you would have heard 
something.” 
“Not I. | got a wake-up call from the office this morning. Scott 
Hayes would not have been on any list of potential murder 
victims that I’ve ever heard of. The old Scot may have come here 
just forty or fifty years ago and built his own fortune, but in this 
city that practically makes him old San Francisco money. Top 
society, no hint of any scandal. . . . Any truth to the rumor it was 
a gangland hit?” 
“Could be. Too early to say, but it does have the earmarks of a 
professional hit.” 
“You must know ---* 
The honk of a car horn interrupts Zack’s question. A large, bright 
red Packard has turned into the driveway and is trying to work 
its way through the throng of hungry reporters. The hacks are 


reluctant to let him pass. The photographers are shoving their 
cameras toward the car and setting off their flashes, while the 
reporters are shouting out questions to the young man who 
remains unresponsive and impassive behind the rolled up 
windows. 

‘Who's that?” | ask Zack 

“Hayes son, Bill. Only child. Been running the Emporium ever 
since the old man retired.” 

A police officer comes down from the front porch and clears the 
reporters from Bill Hayes’ path, enabling the car to speed up the 
driveway to the front steps where it comes to a stop. Hayes gets 
out and is greeted by one of the cops who is accompanied by a 
colored woman. 

“Who's the woman?” | ask Zack 

“Vera Roberts, the maid. Been with the old man for over ten 
years.” 

We watch the threesome walk inside before Zack continues, 
“Look, I’m going to run down to the police station. Nothing’s 
going to happen here. If you’re free tonight Ill stand you a dinner 
at Vanessa’s, around six. We can compare notes. What do you 
say?” 

“Can't promise. Don’t know how my day will go. If | can I'll meet 
you there.” 

Zack heads for his car and | do the same. | get behind the wheel 
and light another cigarette. The sun is reaching its noon position 
and nothing much is happening. | yawn and wonder if | can 
afford to close my eyes for a few moments when | see young 
Hayes come out and stand on the front steps. He looks around 
the grounds for a moment and then walks up the drive and talks 
with Roland, the chauffeur. They converse for a few moments, 
and then young Hayes moves back toward his car and is soon 
heading down the driveway through the thinning group of 
reporters. 


If you wish to follow Hayes go to Clue 
377 

If you wish to continue surveillance go 
to Clue 361 


CLUE 371 
The station is abuzz with talk of the Lindeman holdup. Joe 
DaCosta has the day off, and no one there is interested in talking 
to a private dick. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 372 
Park Map 
Lucky Lewis 


CLUE 239 
CLUE 164 


CLUE 374 
“| haven’t seen Dollie for days.” 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 375 
The Sevilla Club is large and noisy. Its shiny dance floor is 
surrounded by small round tables lit by small candles in red 
holders. | see Nick sitting at a table in the back. He is alone. | 
walk over and sit down across from him. The C-note | lay on the 
table disappears before | even notice Nick’s hand sweep across. 
“It better be worth it Nick. If | go to the Old Man and tell him | 
dropped a C-note, I’d better have something good to give him.” 
“Have | ever let you down?” 
“Last summer. The O’Neil murder case. | was ---“ 
“| squared it with the police didn’t I? Didn’t |?” 
“OK. What do you have?” 
“Well...” Nick removes a pack of cigarettes from his coat pocket 
and offers me one. | take it and he lights one for himself. | am 


not feeling a great deal of confidence that my hundred dollars is 
going to buy me a lot. After Nick fills his lungs with smoke and 
drains his glass of bourbon, he starts to earn his pay. 
“No one’s talking, but I’ve been able to put a few things together. 
It wasn’t local talent that was used, that I’m sure of. Who 
imported them, I’m not so sure of.” 
“Let’s start with a motive. Do you have one of those?” 
“That's the easy one. Sundowner, the old codger’s race horse.” 
“You sure?” 
“Sure, I’m sure. Now, I’ve made a list for you. Each name on the 
list has been nominated as a possible suspect. Unfortunately, 
there is not unanimous agreement on any of them.” 
“Who's done the nominating?” 
“Can't tell you that. That’s how | earn my C-note.” 
Nick takes a folded piece of paper from his pocket and lays it on 
the table. He stands and puts his hat on, pulling the brim down 
over his eyes. 
“Read it after I’m gone. You paid for the list, not for questions. 
Keep your eyes open. Hate to lose such a good source of 
income.” 
Nick moves into the darkness of the club’s rear and is gone. | 
open the folded piece of paper and read Nick’s list. 

FRANK MIRABELLI 

T.C. VAN NESS 

JANNOS MARIAS 

EDDIE KRELL 
| refold the list and place it in my pocket. Was it worth a C-note? 
Too soon to tell. The trouble with information obtained from 
informants is that you don’t know how to em, 
weigh it. Where did Nick get this list? Why & 
did the people who gave him this 
information, do so? No, there is no way to 
short-cut an_ investigation. All I’ve 
probably bought with my C-note is more 
work. 


CLUE 377 
| follow Bill Hayes to ten-twenty-three Broadway. He parks his 
car and lets himself in with a key. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 378 

The Marmon pulls out of the driveway and heads down Twenty- 
Fifth Avenue. | give it a few moments’ head start before | turn 
the corner and start my tail. Roland is about half a block ahead 
of me when | get onto Twenty-fifth. He turns right onto Lake 
street and stays on it until he reaches Twenty-eighth avenue 
where he makes a left. By the time | make the turn, Roland has 
pulled the Marmon over to the curb and stopped. | drive on past 
about thirty feet and then pull over myself. | have a good view of 
the Marmon in my rear view mirror. Roland has gotten out and 
is heading up the walk to number two-fourteen. 

He removes a key from his pocket and lets himself in. the house 
is a small two-story stucco structure like the ones that have been 
popping up all over the Richmond District over the last five or six 
years. The bottom floor is a garage with a two bedroom house 
sitting atop it. Roland is inside for less than five minutes when 
he comes out carrying two suitcases. He is followed by a woman 
carrying a hat box and two coats. 

Roland makes straight for the car. He sets one of the bags down 
and opens the back door of the car and puts the cases in; the 
woman dos the same with her load. Roland runs back up the 
walk and into the house. The woman waits, impatiently. She has 
lita cigarette and is smoking it in quick puffs while she taps her 
foot. She appears to be in her early thirties, and even from this 
distance | can make out the heavy make-up, bright red lips, pale 
skin and raven black hair. She tosses her cigarette onto the 
ground and grinds it out with her left foot as Roland comes back 
out. He stops to lock the door and shouts something to the 


woman as he heads for the car. He is carrying a small package 
about the size of a shoebox under his arm. The woman opens 
the door on the front passenger side and slides in. Roland gets 
into the driver’s seat. They exchange a few words before starting 
the car and heading off down the street. | wait until the Marmon 
pulls across California before | take off after them. He stays on 
Twenty-eighth until he reaches Geary where he makes a left. | 
do the same. 

The traffic is light as we head downtown and stays that way until 
we cross Van Ness. | close the distance between us so | won't 
lose them. Roland stays on Geary until he gets to Powell Street, 
and there he makes a right turn. | close in on him as he pulls to 
a stop in the one hundred block of Powell. | watch as the woman 
gets out. She opens the back door and removes a suitcase from 
the back seat. Without a word to Roland she closes both doors 
and walks away from the car. Roland immediately pulls away 
from the curb and heads down Powell toward Market Street. The 
woman enters a doorway marked only with the numbers ‘152’. 

TIME: 45 minutes 


If you wish to follow Roland go to Clue 251 
If you wish to follow the woman go to Clue 362 


CLUE 379 
If before 3:30 go to CLUE 378 
If after 3:30 go to CLUE 208 


CLUE 380 
I’ve been cooling my heels outside the Hayes estate for an hour 
and nothing has happened. 
TIME: 1 hour 


CLUE 382 
“Edith? Yes, we have an Edith Greene here. She’s just finishing 
up with a customer. Why don’t you have a seat and I'll let her 
know you're here.” 
| thank her and take a seat. The fumes of untold varieties of hair 
preparations and the whirring drone of a row of hair dryers make 
me appreciate the simplicity of an old fashioned barber shop — 
and remind me that | could use a haircut. About the time I’ve 
finished flipping through my third magazine filled with ads for 
beauty aids and displays of all the latest styles, a pretty redhead 
walks over to me with a towel in her hands. 
“You wanted to speak with me?” 
“Are you a friend of Doris Driscoll’s?” 
“’m not familiar with the name. Is she a customer here?” 
“No, | guess you’re not the Edith I’m looking for. All | know is that 
she works in a beauty parlor near here. Thanks for your time.” 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 383 

“Have you heard?” DaCosta greets us. “We found one of the 
getaway cars used in the Lindeman job. It was registered to an 
Ernest Loeser who reported it stolen on Tuesday night.” 
“Where did it turn up?” 
“Near the corner of Jones and Bernard. If you get over there 
right away you can check it out before we tow it in.” 
“Thanks for the tip, Joe.” 

TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 385 

I’ve looked through a half dozen magazines, bought one and 
some gum, and endured the nasty looks of the store owner for 
another fifteen minutes when they guy they call ‘Pimples’ comes 
out with a big-eared guy who'd just gone in a few minutes earlier. 
| decide to follow them as they head north on Mission. 

They take the first right onto nineteenth and stop in the middle 
of the block. | can’t hear what they’re talking about, but they don’t 
seem to be in complete agreement. The conversation doesn’t 


last more than a minute or two. Then Pimples walks up the steps 
to number thirty-three-twenty and the other man continues down 
nineteenth and turns left at Capp. 

TIME: 30 minutes 


If you want to follow the man go to Clue 255 
If you want to place house under surveillance 
go to Clue 392 


CLUE 386 

“Could you tell me where your car was taken from?” 
My interview with Ernest Loeser is taking place in the hallway of 
his apartment house. Loeser is a tall man in his late thirties and 
seems a little annoyed at my questions. 
“Why can’t you get this information from the police?” 
“| have talked to the police. | just need to clarify a few points.” 
| give him my most sincere smile. 
“| had dinner at the Columbus Café Tuesday night. When | got 
out my car was gone.” 
“Where had you parked it?” 
“| parked on Pacific, right off Columbus.” 
“And you have no idea who took it?” 
This question does not sit well with Mr Loeser. 
‘What kind of question is that? | have done nothing wrong. | still 
haven't got my car back, it’s full of bullet holes and | have some 
jerk accuse me of some... Well, | don’t have to stand for this.” 
He’s right and there is nothing | can do to stop him from going 
back into his apartment. 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 388 

From the outside anyway the Alabama street warehouse looks 
pretty much like a lot of the buildings in this neighborhood of 
print shops, industrial laundries, asbestos manufacturers, metal 
works, and the like. But this place has a neglected, unused look. 
| decide on the direct approach and knock on the door. I’m 
hoping that even if nobody opens it, I'll be able to hear some 
stirring about if anyone’s inside. 
Silence. | don’t even seem to have disturbed any mice. 
Before trying to pick the main door’s lock | try the metal sliding 
dock door. It’s not latched and slides up noisily. There’s no one 
around to notice, but if you look like you’re supposed to be there 
people seldom question anyway. 
| find myself in a dirty, empty warehouse — empty, that is, except 
for a small pile of things bearing a strong resemblance to the 
junk | saw LaBude moving out of his place Friday night. A 
mattress is lying on the floor against one wall. A few lengths of 
rope, with knots and frays, lie on the mattress and on the floor 
nearby. 

TIME: 1 hour 


CLUE 391 

“Dollie! No, she wouldn’t be here yet, the bars are still open.” 
The landlady is holding a glass in her right hand as she tries to 
steady herself against the doorframe with the left. 
“Any idea which bar?” 
“| don’t know, but it can’t be too far away for the shape she 
comes home in.” 

TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 392 
| have been watching the house for an hour and the only thing 
I’ve noticed are the stares of passerby. 
TIME: 1 hour 


CLUE 395 

| knock on the door of the office at the end of the hall. | hear 
some whispering before a woman says, “I’m sorry we’re not 
open yet.” 
“I'd just like to ask you a few questions.” 
More whispering. 
“’m sorry. | really can’t speak with you now. Good-bye.” 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 397 
“Nick? Why are you looking for him here? Your best bet would 
be Tanforan. I’m sure he wouldn’t miss today’s race.” 
TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 399 

“Dollie is the one having a good time in the corner.”, says the 
bartender in response to my question. 
“Give me a bourbon and whatever she’s drinking.” 
| take my two drinks over to the table where Dollie Fitzgerald has 
obviously been for awhile. 
“Mind if | join you?” 
As soon as her bloodshot eyes focus on the drink I’ve brought 
for her | can see I’m welcome. After a couple more drinks Dollie’s 
tongue seems to be pretty well lubricated. 
“What can you tell me about Clifford Burke?” 
“That good-for-nothing bum. Stood me up on the fourth. Said he 
was gonna show me a real good time. All that talk of big money, 
| shoulda known it was all a bunch of baloney.” 
“What do you know about him?” 
“Not much. He’s just like a hundred like him. Blew into town a 
few weeks ago. Said he had something real hot lined up. Talked 
big. Now he’s probably feeding the same lines to some other 
dame in LA” 
“Do you know anything about any of his friends?” 
“No, | never met ‘em. It was always just the two of us.” 
“So you don’t know where he is?” 
“Skipped town if | know his type. | went by his place and the 
manager said he cleared out. | sure know how to pick ‘em.” 
| buy her another drink and leave before she can tell me about 
her other bad picks. 

TIME: 1 hour 


CLUE 401 
| don’t really expect to find much in the office, but I’m curious 
about this set up. The building has that deserted feel of office 
buildings at night. The dirty frosted glass window at the end of 
the hall is dark, but as I’m about to try the door | can hear 
someone moving about inside. I’m not in the mood for any 
needless confrontations tonight. | decide to leave and try again 
later. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 403 
“Is the owner in?” | ask the smiling young woman behind the 
counter. 
“No, I’m sorry, he’s not. Could | help you?” 
“Yes in the near future | will have a lot of printing work to be 
done. | would like to look over your equipment to see if it would 
be suitable. Do you mind?” 
“Not at all, sir, but you will have to make those arrangements 
with Mr Sherman, and as | said, he is out at the moment.” 
“Oh, I'm sure he won’t mind.” | move toward the unlocked 
swinging gate designed to let the polite public know where it is 
to stop, but I’m not polite so it couldn’t stop me. 
“Need some help, Alice?” asks a large man who has just moved 
his muscular body into the doorway that leads to the back room. 
He holds a greasy rag and a shiny wrench. He could stop me. | 
turn and head for the door letting Alice know that I'll come back 
when the boss is in. TIME: 20 minutes 


CLUE 405 

| don’t find Oscar Erickson’s name on any of the mailboxes at 
seven-eighteen Masonic so | ring the manager’s bell. A buzzer 
soon answers my ring and | push the door open. At the end of 
the hall, in an open doorway, stands a woman in a baggy, pale 
blue housecoat with her hair in curlers. A cigarette hangs from 
the corner of her mouth. 
‘What can | do for you?” she asks. She’s mastered the art of 
talking while her cigarette dangles precariously from her mouth. 
“I’m looking for Oscar Erickson. Does he live here?” 
“That deadbeat. No, he skipped owing me two months’ rent. He 
promised he would have it to me on the fifth. Had some big deal 
cooking and would be rolling in bucks. Told me that Tuesday, 
haven't seen him since. So | rented his room today and put all 
his stuff in the basement.” 
“All his stuff?” 
“Yeah. He was in such a hurry to get out of here he didn’t even 
pack. Granted, all his stuff put together ain’t worth two bits to 
me, but if he ever shows his face again, he'll have to pay his rent 
to get his stuff.” 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 406 
The hallway is deserted and the room behind the dirty frosted 
glass window is silent. | easily pick the lock and let myself in. 
The room is empty of human occupants, but if it’s not cleaned 
up soon it will surely have a very fat and happy population of 
ants, roaches and assorted other creatures who find the crumbs 
of sandwiches and grease a feast. The wastebasket is filled to 
overflowing with sandwich bags and coffee cups. The whole 
room is littered with old coffee cups transformed into ash trays 
with cigarette butts floating in old coffee dregs. | hope the office 
manager has a good janitor to get the place ready for the next 
‘interior decorator’. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 408 
If before 4 o’clock go to CLUE 3 
If after 4 o’clock go to CLUE 17 


CLUE 409 

| walk up to the modest white stucco house at eight-fifty-six 
Corbett. It is like all other houses on this nondescript block. The 
only thing that varies is the color of the stucco. The door is 
opened seconds after my ring by a short nondescript man 
wearing very thick glasses. He looks up at me and apparently 
finds me distasteful because he wrinkles up his small round 
nose and frowns. 
“Mr Sherman?” 
“Yes” 
“The Mr Sherman who owns Universal Press?” 
“Yes.” 
“Could | talk to you?” 
“Yes.” He steps aside and waves me into the house. | walk into 
the nondescript living room and find a young woman seated in 
one of the chairs. She gives me a big smile. | return it. That’s the 
last thing | remember before the ton of bricks came down on the 
back of my head. When | come to, I’m the only one in the house 
and | feel like a pretty nondescript private eye with a very sore 
head. 

TIME: 3 hours 


CLUE 411 

“Mr. Krell isn’t here. I’m his foreman. Can | help you?” 
“Can you tell me where he is?” 
“Buenos Aires.” 
“Argentina?” 
“Yes. He goes there every year to buy horses. Won't be back for 
another six weeks.” 
“When did he leave?” 
“Last week of May.” 
“Have you heard of the Hayes murder?” 
The corners of his mouth turn up ever so slightly. 
“Yes. That will make the boss happy. Terrible thing to say, but 
they hated each other. Mr. Krell thought that Hayes was just a 
dilettante. Been trying to get his ranch for years.” 
“Have you any idea who might want Hayes dead?” 
“No. | didn’t have any dealings with him. He and the boss had a 
big blow out in March. | thought the boss might kill him, but he 
sure has an alibi for this one. 

TIME: 1 hour 


CLUE 412 
| slide into the booth next to Zack who is working on Vanessi’s 
famous Caesar salad. He speaks first. 
“| started without you.” 
“That’s OK, | don’t have time to eat. I'll just have a drink with you 
while you give me the low-down on the Hayes murder.” 
“Oh | thought you were going to tell me all about it. All | know is 
that it looks like a professional hit. Probably out-of-towners.” 
“Zack, you tried to con me. You know | already know that.” 
“| thought you might know more.” 
| pay for my drink and leave before Zack tries to stick me with 
his dinner tab. 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 413 
It takes all my lock-picking skills to open the back door of the 
print shop, but what | find explains the good security. The 
presses were turning out US postage stamps. Everything from 
three cents to ten dollars. 
TIME: 1 hour 


CLUE 414 
“Why don’t you change out of those sidewalk rags and work up 
a sweat for a little while. You’ve been looking a bit flabby lately.” 
“Thanks Dolph. Just what | needed to hear. Is Nick around?” 
“No, | haven’t seen him today. I'll tell him you were looking for 
him.” 
“See you.” 
“You really should come in for a workout, you know. It'll do you 
a lot more good than talking to Nick.” 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 415 
“This thing’s too dangerous. You got three guys dead now. No 
way I’m sticking my neck out for a few lousy bucks. | dunno 
anything anyway.” 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 416 
If before 6 o’clock go to CLUE 395 
If after 6 o’clock go to CLUE 401 
CLUE 418 
If before 6 o’clock go to CLUE 403 
If after 6 o’clock go to CLUE 413 


CLUE 419 
My knock at the door is answered by a man in priest’s garb. 
“Are the Dillans in?” | ask 
“Are you a member of the family?” 
“No, I’m...” 
‘Well, I’m afraid that with their daughter’s death, they are unable 
to see anyone. If you care to leave your card | will see that they 
get it.” 
“Thank you.” | leave my card and go. 

TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 420 
If before 2 o’clock go to CLUE 395 
If after 2 o’clock go to CLUE 406 
CLUE 421 
If before 2 o’clock go to CLUE 300 
If after 2 o’clock go to CLUE 296 
CLUE 422 
If this is your first visit go to CLUE 163 


If this is your second visit go to CLUE 32 


CLUE 423 
If before 12:30 go to 
If after 12:30 go to 


CLUE 105 
CLUE 52 


CLUE 424 

“I'll tell you who’s responsible for my daughter’s death!” shouts 
Mr. Jones 
“Who?” | ask 
“Those good-for-nothing friends of hers, that’s who. If | ever get 
my hands on the ...” Tears start to swell up in his eyes. Anger is 
one of the more common emotions aroused by grief and death. 
| decide to leave Mr. Jones with his grief. 

TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 425 

| find the outside door to the recording studio unlocked. | knock 
at Salsbury’s office. No answer. As | enter the anteroom 
someone yells out to me from the engineer’s booth. It is Salbury 
himself. 
“Oh, it’s you.” He says as | move into the open doorway to the 
booth. He is lying on the floor, an open toolbox next to him. “Just 
trying to fix this broken clock. There, that should do it. Broken 
wire. Found out anything yet?” 
“No strong leads.” | say 
‘Well, I’ve been asking around and | think his murder had 
something to do with drugs. You know his girlfriend is a junky. 
Her name is Lydia Russell. Check her out.” Salsbury seems very 
nervous and on edge. “I’ve got to run. I'll let you out.” 
“Where’s Mellim?” 
“Stanley? Oh, | thought he could use a couple of days to calm 
down. He’ll be back tomorrow.” 
“I'd like to look around if | could.” 
“But the police have gone over every inch of the place.” 
“lve always found it good practice to do my own investigative 
work.” 
‘Well, OK. I'll lock the doors. Just make sure they lock after you 
when you leave.” Salsbury goes. 
I give the studio the once over but find nothing that’s not in the 
police report. 

TIME: 45 minutes 


CLUE 427 
I’m climbing into Sam Lee’s room when someone grabs me. | 
know from past experience that the sharp jab in my ribs is the 
barrel of a gun. | stop struggling and the lights go on. An old 
Chinese gentleman sits in a chair across from me while three 
younger men hold me down. The old man speaks in Chinese to 
my captors. One of the younger men pulls a long thin knife from 
his pocket and places the point under my chin. 
‘Vere is it?” asks the knife wielder. 
“What?” | ask. 
‘Vere is it?” | can feel the point against my adam’s apple as | 
swallow. 
“| don’t know!” 
“Vy are you here?” 
“| don’t know!” | wish | could come up with a better answer. “l 
was at the station the night Lee was killed. I’m a private 
detective. | wanted to find out why he was killed. If | had taken 
something from Lee why would | be here now?” 
The knife is kept against my neck while the old man and the 
young man converse in chinese. After a moment the knife is 
removed from my neck but the back of my head receives a 
heavy blow that puts my lights out. 
| awake atop a garbage heap at the 
end of St. Louis alley. My head is 
sore and | smell like garbage but 
my neck is still in one piece. | have 
been unconscious for over four 
hours. | think I'll call it a day. 


Saturday, July 7, 9am 


CLUE 429 
All that remains of the house at fifty Walter is a burned out 
foundation. Luckily for the neighbors, the firemen were able to 
prevent the fire’s spread, but there is nothing left that will help 
me. 
TIME: 15 minutes 


CLUE 431 

| place my ear next to the door. | can hear the muffled tones of 
conversation from inside. | step back, remove my heater from its 
snug shoulder holster, take a deep breath and kick the door 
open with all my strength. | quickly regain my balance and level 
the gun at the two surprised men sitting at a metal folding card 
table in the middle of a barely furnished living room. 
“Hands high!” | bark at them before they have a chance to think 
about anything foolish. The hands go up, and | nod at the piles 
of jewels on the table, a fancy looking cache of bangles, baubles 
and beads. 
“| think the cops will be interested in what you have there.” | say 
as | pick up the phone and dial the police. 

TIME: 30 minutes 


CLUE 433 

| pull up as close to fifty Walter as | can get which is about half 
a block away. The house is blazing, and a crew of firemen with 
two engines is struggling to bring the fire under control. | stroll 
up to Captain Sean O’Reilly who appears to be in charge and 
who has even been known to treat gumshoes as human beings. 
“Keeping you busy, Sean?” 

“Hello shamus. What brings you here? Insurance investigating?” 
“No, | haven't fallen that low,” | lie, not wanting to admit that | 
have. “Looks pretty interesting, though. What can you tell me?” 
‘We got a call from the neighbors and arrived to find the house 
and garage in full flame. We managed to get the car out before 
it blew. It’s that Packard over there,” he says pointing to a black 
sedan with smoke blackened windows. “Doesn't look like 
anybody was home, but we can’t say for sure. As far as the 
cause, we'll just have to wait for the investigation report.” 


“Mind if | look around?” 
“Just stay out of the way.” 
| give him a mock salute as | saunter over to the Packard. It’s a 
fairly new model with Nevada plates. | open the front doors and 
check for the registration, but there’s nothing there. | check the 
back seat as well. | notice some stains which are without doubt 
fairly fresh blood but nothing else. | enjoy watching a good fire 
as much as the next guy, but | have too much to do to hang 
around here. | wave good-bye to O’Reilly as | head back to my 
Car. 

TIME: 45 minutes 


CLUE 434 
The warehouse remains quiet, and there’s not much of interest 
in the newspaper today. | feel strangely sleepy; | wish | had the 
weekend off. | start to day-dream, a dangerous occupation for a 
gumshoe. | struggle to stay awake, and spend a lot of time 
considering whether or not | should go into five-seventy 
Alabama. If it’s only kids in there, well and good. But |I have no 
way of knowing what's in that building. A few of Pimples Wade’s 
pals could be dug in for a long stay — and they could be trigger 
happy, and chances are they’re a good deal more awake than | 
am. 
TIME: 1 hour 


Thanks to William L Elton for the time and effort put into 
researching and organizing the material contained in this 
booklet. 


